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The Big Day Off (Part D 


| woke up, on my bunk in the tour bus, to a loud series of knocks. After getting annoyed within ID seconds, | 
walked up to the door, half-naked, and opened it. Jesus Christ, was that a huge mistake. My close friend, Fred 
Durst, was standing outside, wearing his typical white T-shirt, Red baseball cap, and baggy blue jeans. 

"Wes.." He began. "The fuck are you doing?" 


Shit. | knew | should've worn something before getting out of bed. Then again, of course, | was asleep and 


feeling high off my ass, so what more could | do? 
"Dude, it's not what it looks like," | said. | had no other excuse. 


"You're shirtless." Fred stated, in a confused manner. No shit, Sherlock. "Also, what the fuck are you staring 
at?" 


In quite the daze, | responded with a simple "You have beautiful eyes." 


Fred, now completely in shock, responded, "You've got to be high on some weed or some shit, because you're 


acting weird as hell" 

Fred... | just woke up," | began. "I didn't do any drugs.. Just get in the bus. What do you want, anyway?" 

Fred walked into the bus and sat down in the living area. | sat down across from him, and meanwhile, our in- 
bus television was on, and NBC was running a football game of some sort. Given the shit he heard out of my 
mouth, he was still unsure of my claims about not being high. 


"Say, what are you doing here on your day off?" He asked. 


"| don't know, honestly," | mumbled. | really didn't, but last night, there was something that happened. As long as 
| could hide it from Fred, I'd be good. 


Wait, shit. | forgot to empty the trash from the bus last night. | had the most wonderful night of my life, and 
| didn't clear out the bin afterwards. 


Fred walked towards the kitchen area. Fuck He's going to know what happened. 
He looked into the trash bin and asked me, with a now very concerned face: 
"What's that?" 


That expression. It all came back to me. Everything that happened that night flashed right before my very 
eyes. This can't be a good thing. Not at all. 


"Oh, shit," | blurted out, very unsure of what | was even saying at that point. He knew. He knew it all. 


My name is Wes Borland. | play guitar in the Florida-based nu metal band Limp Bizkit, and we've been around 


since the 90's. Of course, we aren't so big today, but we manage to somehow stay relevant. 

Fast forward a few hours, and after Fred and | decide to get hammered, some weird shit started between us. 
"Wes." Fred began. "your eyes." 

"What about them?" | replied with a question. 

"They're so beautiful.. So.. Mesmerizing.’ 

| was definitely drunk and about ready to pass out, but what Fred said really set me off. 


"What the fuck?" | asked him. Before he could give me an answer, he got me on the ground, and pinned me, 


wrapping his monstrous legs around me. Bare fucking naked. He began ripping my clothes off, and bent close to 


my ear. 
"You ready for a hot dog?" He whispered. | wanted to say no, but the pressure from him was too great. The 
best thing for me to do was give up the struggle, and let him in Everything from last night, it was just like 
then. 


Fred grinded his hard-on against mine, while we passionately kissed. Him on top of me, dominating me. | didn't 


know why, but | wanted more. | needed more. 
"Hurry," | said. "We don't want the other guys to find out about us." 


After Fred moaned louder and louder, "I hope you know | pack a chainsaw!" He came. It felt amazing. | had know, 


deep inside the both of us, that we must have had a burning passion for each other. 

We got ourselves up off the ground, and gave each other a long kiss, before Fred pushed me onto the kitchen 
counter, and we had an intense make-out session. Halfway through, | heard the bus's door crack open, and 
somebody was walking in 


"Hey guys, | was wondering if you by chance wanted to come with me to-" then the voice stopped. 


In the corner of my eye, | saw DJ Lethal. Fuck. Now another person knows about the secret love between Fred 


and |. 
"What the fuck is going on?" He yelled. Fred looked and saw Lethal, and immediately jumped off of me. 


"You don't want to know," he began. Of course, us being drunk as absolute hell, it didn't exactly cover up 


anything. 

"Yeah." Lethal responded. "| don't. | shouldn't." Then he walked to his bunk and he just laid there, and began to 
fall to sleep. Some time later, while Fred and | were sitting across from each other, not saying or moving a 
muscle, Lethal left his bunk and looked at us. 

"We never talk about this, guys. Okay?" He asked. 

Fred, being the only one not completely drunk off his ass at this point, responded: 

"Sure. This didn't happen" 


"Yeah, right it didn't happen," Lethal responded, then walked off the bus. 


In the end, it was all worth it. | felt relief. | felt passion. 


| was free. 
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